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An 
mepgency 


“Mrs. Peters! Mrs. Peters! Melissa has fallen off 
her bicycle!’ Wendy ran up the steps and knocked 
on the door. “‘Hurry! She’s hurt.” 

Mrs. Peters carried Melissa into her house. 
“What happened?” she asked. 


“T had an ice cream cone in my hand,” Melissa 





began. ‘Oh, myleg hurts.” Mrs. Peters put Melissa 
on the bed. 

‘T will call the doctor,’ Mrs. Peters said. 

“Will you call my mother too?” Melissa asked. 
“She is at work.” 


“Yes I will,” Mrs. Peters answered. 





Soon Melissa was lying on soft pillows in the 


back of Mrs. Peters’ car. She was on the way to 
the hospital. Melissa had never visited the 
hospital. She had seen it many times from the 
outside. It always seemed so large and frightening 
before. But now she could only think, “They will 
make my leg and my head feel better.”’ 
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Mrs. Peters drove to the emergency entrance of 
Southern Hospital. She got out of the car and went 
inside. 

“My neighbour’s daughter has just fallen off 
her bicycle,” she told the receptionist at the 
desk. “She has a bump on her head and I think 
her leg is broken.” 

Soon a nurse in a yellow uniform came with a 
wheel chair. She helped Melissa out of the car. 
Then she put a metal splint and a white bandage 
on her leg. 





“Now your leg looks just like an Egyptian 
mummy,’ she said-to Melissa. Melissa smiled. 
She was starting to feel better already. 

Just then a woman in a white Jacket walked 
over to Melissa. 

“Hi, Doctor Lome,”’ Melissa said cheerfully. 
Doctor Lome had been a friend of Mrs. 
Brambles for many years. 

“What happened to you?” she asked Melissa. 

Melissa told her about the accident. Dr. Lome 
asked her where her head and leg hurt. Then 
she told Melissa the doctors would need an 


X-ray of her leg. 


Melissa was wheeled into the X-ray room. She 
was carefully lifted on to the table. Then many 
pictures were taken. The camera was moved to 
many different places. Each time a picture was 
taken, the lights flashed. “I wonder if this is like 
being in a space capsule?” Melissa thought. 


“The table moves, the camera turns, and all kinds 
of coloured lights flash.” 





Melissa was put back in the wheel chair. “Where 
are you taking me now?” Melissa asked. 

“If your leg is broken, a volunteen will take you 
to the Fracture Room,” the woman answered. 

Soon Dr. Kozak arrived. “Well, you won’t be 
walking on that leg for a while. It’s broken. 
You will have to have a cast put on it.” 

The volunteen pushed Melissa to the Fracture 
Room. Dr. Kozak read the proof of Melissa’s X-ray, 


while another doctor made the cast. 
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Just as Dr. Kozak finished, Mrs. Brambles 
arrived. 

“Look at my cast, Mom,” Melissa said. “It 
doesn’t hurt at all.” 

“You are a brave girl coming here all by 
yourself,” answered Mrs. Brambles. 

“But I’m not by myself. Look at all the people 
who helped me.” She pointed to the volunteen 
and the doctors. “And there were other people 
too. Mrs. Peters brought me here. A nurse made 
my leg like an Egyptian mummy. And someone 

took me to the X-ray room. That was the most 
fun. And guess what? I saw Dr. Lome!”’ 


Soon the cast was dry. 
Another volunteen pushed 
Melissa to the children’s 
ward. Melissa could rest 
there. Mrs. Brambles came 
with them. | 

As they passed many 
doorsand hallways, Melissa 
asked the volunteen about 
the hospital. 











When they arrived in the ward, Melissa saw 


many other children. There were many beds in 
her room. 

“Ts everyone here a patient like me?” she 
asked the volunteen. 

“Yes,” said a girl in a bed near the door, “but 
we don’t all have broken legs. How did you 
break it?” 

Melissa told her the story as the volunteen 
lifted her into a bed. 
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Melissa looked around 
the room. She saw large 
pictures on the walls. The 
volunteen said, ““These 
pictures show what some of 
the children do when they 
stay here. Sometimes people 
come to play with the boys 
and girls. This is a picture 
of a volunteer mother who 
comes every week. She 
plays the guitar while the 
children sing.” 








“And do clowns come here too?” asked Melissa, 
looking at a picture behind her bed. 

“Not very often,” he replied. “This clown was 
in the circus that came to Beaver Hill last year. 
He asked if he could come to the hospital. He 
played games with the children who were in the 
hospital then.”’ 

“What are those children looking at?” Melissa 
pointed to another picture. 

“Those are the budgies that are in the waiting 
room,” he answered. 

“May I see them too?” Melissa asked. 

The volunteen smiled. “T’ll show them to you 


before you go home.” 
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The volunteen gave Melissa a large book. ‘““This ! 
is the Hospital Scrapbook. You can keep it until 
tomorrow.” 

Melissa opened it. “Look, Mom. That’s where I 
was,’ she said excitedly. ““A woman put meon the 
table. Then she took pictures of my leg with that 
machine. It was just like being in a space capsule! 
Wait until I tell David! He will wantto go there too.” 

Mrs. Brambles pointed to the picture of the little 
baby. “Youwerethatsmall atonetime,” shesaid. 

“Oh no!” said Melissa. “I wasn’t that small, 
was |?” 

Her mother nodded. 

“What is the man doing to the baby?” asked 
Melissa. 

“That’s a doctor,” explained the volunteen. 
“He is checking the baby’s heartbeat with his 
stethoscope. The nurses look after the babies 
in the nursery.” 

“And here are the people who will be making 
your dinner soon,” said the volunteen, pointing to 
another picture. 

Mrs. Brambles looked at her watch. “Yes, it’s 
almost dinner time. I should go home now.” She 
kissed Melissa and said good-bye. 
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Before dinner a nurse came to see Melissa. She 
put a thermometer in Melissa’s mouth. Then she 
read the thermometer and said, “Well, Melissa, 
you don’t have a fever. You can eat anything you 


like on your dinner tray.” 





After dinner a nurse read Melissa a story. She 
gave her this crossword puzzle. Some other 
children helped her solve it. 


xDhe Hespital Quiz x 


ACROSS 


2 a place where sick BS 
[I ‘i 





people are helped 





5 when someone 
needs help right 
away 







a cover for 
something that is 
hurt 

10 not well 


al 








11 things used to help 
a person walk 






12 a large room with 
many beds 







13 a person who is 
looked after at the 
hospital 





a 
14 a break ina bone CBRE 













DOWN 6 a person who 
1 aperson who helps works with the 
the doctors and doctors 
nurses 8 a person who tries 
3 the parts of the to make sick 
body you use to people better 
walk 9 something you did 
4 a picture of part not want to 






of your body happen 
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At 13:00 the next day, Mr. 
Brambles came to the 
hospital to take Melissa 
home. 

“She can go home today,” 
said the nurse. “But Dr. 
Kozak said she must wait 
until next week to go to 
school.” 


Everyone was waiting for 
Melissa to come back to 
school. They wanted to hear 
about her accident and what 


happened at the hospital. 








tes) 


20 


Melissa told them about the hospital and all the 
people who helped her. Then she made a clock 
to show them what she did there. 





After a few weeks, Melissa visited the hospital 
again. The doctor took off the cast. 





“May I keep it?” asked Melissa. 

“What would you do with an old cast?” replied 
the doctor. 

“IT want to show everybody. Please, may I keep 
it?” she begged. 

“Well, I was only going to throw it away,” he 
said. “Here. Youmay haveit.” Hehanded her the 
cast. “That’s for being such a good patient.”’ 


741 | 
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“There he is!” whispered David. 

“Who?” 

“Old Mr. Tremors!” 

It was a cold, windy January day. David and 
Paul were walking home from their piano lesson. 
They passed the library just as Mr. Tremors came 
out the door. He had a few books under his arm. 
He walked quickly down Main Street. 

“T bet those books are ghost stories,” said David. 

Paul was still watching Mr. Tremors. “Let’s 
follow him!” 

The snow squeaked under their feet as they 
walked. They passed the cemetery near their 
street. After they turned the corner at the 
church, they stopped. Mr. Tremors was opening 
the large gate in the fence. Then he was gone. 

Paul went first. He walked slowly up to the gate. 
It was still open. He waved to David to come. 

“Ts he there?” asked David. 

“Shh! Don’t talk so loud!”’ Paul whispered. 


%; 
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The boys opened the 
gate. 
Ruff! Ruff! David jumped. 


“It’s only the dog at the, SS ; 
back,” said Paul. & 





. Baa b 


Mr. Tremors’ tracks led 
up to the big, old house. It 
was Spookane Estate! 
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The boys followed the 
tracks almost to the house. 
Then they hid behind some 
trees beside the house. They 
hoped that Mr. Tremors 
had not seen them. There 
was a window right there, 
so they crept up and peeked 
ine 

“Look at all the old 
things!” cried Paul, 
forgetting to be quiet. 

“Tm scared! Let’s go 
home!” David was hiding 
behind a tree again. 

“And look at the huge, 
old fireplace!”’ 

“And look at the huge, 
old what?” a gruff voice 
said. 








The boys jumped. It was 
Mr. Tremors! 

_ “What are you boys 
doing here? Why are you 

_ snooping around? Don’t 
you know that this is my 
property? Didn’t you read 
the sign?” 

David and Paul were so 
scared they couldn’t speak. 

“Why do you think I have 
a large fence around my 
place? Follow me!” 

The boys looked at each 
other, but they didn’t say 
anything. They followed 
Mr. Tremors to his front 
door. 

“Come in,” he ordered. 

They kicked the snow off 
their boots and went in. 
The house was quite dark 
inside. They couldn’t see 
Mr. Tremors. 

Suddenly the lights went 


on. 
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“Wow!” the boys said at the same time. “This 
place is huge!” They forgot how scared they were. 


There were so many things to look at. 
“Boy, this is sure great! Wow!” That’s all they 
could say. 





“Well, boys, what are your names? I don’t think 
I have seen you before.”’ 

“My name is Paul, sir, Paul Brambles, and this 
is my brother, David. We live on Chestnut Court.” 

“We moved there in October,” David added. 

Mr. Tremors sat in an old rocking chair and lit 
his pipe. “So you find my house quite different 
from yours, do you?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes!” 

“Look at all the antiques!”’ 

“And all the books! And the paintings!” 

“What is this?” David asked. He was pointing 
to the old bellows hanging beside the fireplace. 

“T have many old things that were used by the 
pioneers who lived in this area long ago,” said 
Mr. Tremors. 

Suddenly Paul remembered where he was. 
“Aren’t you mad at us for snooping around your 
house?” he asked. 

“Oh, let’s just forget about that,” said Mr. 
Tremors. “Come.” He stood up and led them over 
to the pine cabinet. “What do you think this is?” 
He didn’t wait for them to answer. “Thisis a butter 
churn. It was used by the pioneers for...” 
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“T know,” David chimed in. “It was used to 
make butter.” 

Paul looked at David and smiled. “How did 
you guess?” he kidded. 

Mr. Tremors sat in his rocking chair again. 

“Why do you have all these old things?” David 
asked. 

“Well, son, my grandfather was the first man to 
live in Beaver Hill. He was here even before 
the place was named. As a matter of fact, he 
named the town. This was his house, and many of 
these things were his. Other things I have brought 
back from my travels.” 

“Did you ever see your grandfather?” asked 
David. 

“Oh, yes,” replied Mr. Tremors. “And he had 
many interesting stories to tell.’ Mr. Tremors 
turned and pointed to a picture on the wall. 
“There is a picture of him, and under that isa 
picture of his daughter. She was my mother.” 

“Tell us some of his stories,” David said 
excitedly. “What was Beaver Hill like long ago?” 

“First, telephone home and tell your parents 
where you are. Tell them you’re at Mr. Tremors’ 
places 


While David telephoned their parents, Paul 
helped Mr. Tremors make a fire. Then they all 
sat on the old sofa near the fireplace. The boys 
listened to stories about Beaver Hill long ago. 
Mr. Tremors had a large book in which he had 
put some sketches and old maps which his 
grandfather’s family had made. He even had an 
old diary which the family had written long ago. 

“Granddad and his father, too, liked to sketch. 
In the evenings they passed the time by painting 
or drawing. Luckily, their pictures have been 
kept by our family. Someday they may be given 
to a museum.” 

“When did your grandfather come to Beaver 
Hill, Mr. Tremors?” asked David. 

“Well, boys, his family first came from 
Germany and lived in the United States. Later, 
about 125 years ago, when Granddad was a boy, 
they moved to this area.” 

“How did they get here?” 

“Let’s just begin right at the start of this book 
and I'll tell you that part of their story.” 
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Mr. Tremors opened the book and started his 


story. “After a long journey to their new land, 
the family had to find a place to settle. When 
they saw this area, my great-grandfather wrote 
in his diary, ‘It is a rich country, full of life and 
freedom.’ Later he painted this scene. It certainly 
has changed over the years, hasn’t it? 


WN 


= 
NY 


=x 


SANG 


<\ 


th 


AN 
N 
6, 


BIS 


gi 


\e 


% tos 
r— e 
7a ® 
(A 
2 


| 
i 
all 





“When the family got to their new home,” he 
went on, “they had to find shelter until their 
cabin was built. They used whatever they had 
brought with them or could find in the area. 

“Water and food had to be collected. Granddad 
told me he used to catch fish in the river. His 
father used the rifle or musket he had brought 
with him. His mother cooked the meals in large 


kettles over an open fire. 
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“One of the hardest jobs the men had to do 
was clear the land. There were so many trees. 
They needed the wood to build the cabin and 
other things. They wanted the land cleared so 
that they could plant crops for food the next 
year. 

“Everyone helped to plough, plant, and 
harvest the crops. Great-grandmother kept her 
vegetables and herb garden near the house. 
Granddad and his brothers and sisters helped 
with the weeding. 
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“New pioneers moved into the area. Whena 
cabin or a barn was built, they held a bee. 
Everyone came to help. The pioneers always 
helped each other. 

“T remember Granddad telling me about his 
favourite spot. This was the beaver pond. It was 


near his home. He and his friends used to swim 
and fish there. 
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s family were hard workers and 


“Granddad’ 
good farmers. His father was right when he said 


that the land was rich. Later, 


after Granddad was 


. It was much 


a new home was built 


married, 


larger than the other one. A blacksmith’s shop 


and a flour mill were built nearby. The people 


built a church and a schoolhouse. 
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“Grandma used to make delicious butter. She 
would often take the butter to the store and trade 
it for some things she could not make or grow, 
like tea or salt. The children liked to visit the 
store to buy fudge or candy sticks. Granddad 
used to tell me how good the candy was. 

“Before the schoolhouse was built, the children 
learned their lessons at home. Granddad used to 
travel five miles to the schoolhouse. The teacher 
was very strict. Sometimes he was punished for 


not knowing his work. 
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“Granddad used to go to 
the mill with the wheat. 
Here it was ground into 


flour. 


“In the fall, the apples 
were ready to pick. 
Grandma used to make pies 
and applesauce. She stored 
the rest for winter. 
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“In the early spring, the 
family was busy in the 
sugar bush. The children 
loved to have a treat of 
maple sugar or taffy. 
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“At night Granddad 
learned to carve toys and 
whistles out of wood. 
Sometimes he would trade 
with his friends for other 
things.” 
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Suddenly the big grandfather clock sounded. 
Bong! Bong! Bong! 

“That scared me!” David said. 

“That sure is an interesting book, Mr. Tremors. 
Your granddad must have been very happy 
here,” Paul said. 

“He was. I have more things to show you 
another time. I have an attic full of old things.” 
“Boy, I’d sure love to see them!” Paul said. 

“So would Melissa,” David added. 

“Melissa? Who is Melissa?” asked Mr. 
Tremors. 

“She’s our sister,’ David said. “‘But she just 
got her cast off and still has trouble walking.” 

“Can we bring her here when she can walk 
better?” Paul asked. 

“Certainly,” replied Mr. Tremors. “I would 
like to meet her. She would enjoy these old 
stories I have been telling.” 

“Can we bring Robert, too?” David asked. 

“And Tony?” added Paul. 

“Everyone will want to come when they hear 
we ve been here,” said David. 

“Hold it!” Mr. Tremors laughed. “My house 
is big, but not that big!” 


40 





The boys were quiet. Suddenly David asked, 


‘“‘Would you come to our school?” 

“What a great idea, David! Mr. Tremors could 
tell all our friends about his grandfather and 
Beaver Hill. Would you, please, Mr. Tremors?” 
begged Paul. 

Mr. Tremors rubbed his chin. “Well, I don’t 
know. Let me think about it.”’ 

“They would love to meet you. They think you 
are spooky. Everyone calls your place Spookane 
Estate.” 

Mr. Tremors roared with laughter. “Well, that 
does it! Yes, I’ll come. But, it must be before your 
school vacation. I’m leaving on a trip then.” 

The boys ran home. They couldn’t wait to tell 
their friends that they had been inside 
Spookane Estate! 


4] 
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What an exciting day it was! Mr. Tremors 
was coming to the school! What would he bring? 

Suddenly one of the boys shouted, “Here 
he is!” 

The children ran to the window. Outside, Mr. 
Tremors was parking his truck. The back was full 
of things. Mr. Jensen had some of the children 
help him unpack. 





What a day the children had! They heard 
stories about Beaver Hill just as David and Paul 
had. Mr. Tremors showed them his grandfather’s 
sketches and many of his antiques. He even left 
his grandmother’s recipe book with the teacher. 

“We should have a day when we can be 
pioneers, too,” one of the children said. 

“Oh, let’s!”’ everyone cried. 


For the next few weeks the children were busy. 
They studied about pioneer life. Each group 
made something for Pioneer Day. 

Finally the big day arrived! Many parents and 
friends came to the school to see just what the 
children had been doing. The children wore 
pioneer costumes. 


Some of the guests took snapshots. Later, they 
made a display in the hall near their classroom 
so that everyone could see them. 

They were very proud to have learned about 
Beaver Hill and its past. 
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Mr. Tremors 





Ove BS 
January l0 





Dear Diaru, 

I could a Sleep last night. I 
was thinking about my trip to 
Canada tosee Melissa and 
Paul and everyone. Dad took 
me to the airport ver early 
this feet vast to 
see the planes take off,We 
went tothe ticket counter 
A man looked at my ticket 
and my Pass port. € puta 
tag on my Suit Case. 
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Airline/Flight 


< SWISSAIR 
i BAGGAIRE 
2 IDENTIFICATION TAG 


To Montreal 


He gave | mo ! 
methis He put This tag on 
tag. My suitcase. 
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Dad told the man i was 
tlying all by muselt Washe 
surprised! He said a stewardess 
would look after me. Soon we 
heard an announcement 
Tt said.“*SWISSAIR FLIGHT 
60 DC) SERVICE TO 
MONTREAL AND CHICAGO 1S 
NOW LOADING AT GATE 18. ALL 
PASSENGERS PREPARE 10 
BOARD THE PLANE. We 

eard the announcement in 
English and French and 


German 
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Cu 


Dad and I walked +o the 

ate .Mu stewardess was 
waiting totale me to the 
airplane.Dad kissed me 
and told me to have a 
ees time. | waved to 


iM, 
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Another stewardess 
smiled at me when I 
went into the airplane. 
My stewardess said 
she would he lp me 
find my seat. Ihere 
we re so Many people 


on the plane. 
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ihe stewardess gave me Some 


Aalders to lookat I will paste 


“some of the pictures in 1 here. 





After He ee tok tf my 
stewardess took me to meet the 
pilots. Lie: is called the cockpit 
eas sia all Pus 5 dials 


Here are all 
the people 


onan airplane. 
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steward 
and a eraW ardess 


are serving 
dinner 





This is the 
lobby of 


an airport 


DSP 3 3 Seth en Sore 


The menat 
the weather 
office tell 
the pilots 
about bad 


weather 





<— ADP SNS€s 
stewardess told me to 
call her Mademoiselle Guu. 
‘She did up my sate bel? 
Then she sat down neat to me. 
The plane began to move.Faster 
and faster. Then I felt like I was 
Tloating. We were in the air 
The captain s poke to uson 
ihe speaker. He told us how long 
our Trip would be and how 
high we were tlyin He spoke 
in three angie” nite 
him because speak English 
and French and German too. 
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A man across the Aisle = 
came to + talk to me. He Was | 
from India and was going y 
to rcase in the United States. 
He to ere were people 
rom Fant countries on the 

lane. ij could hear @m 


peo ing languages ik di dn + 


I ate a lot on the plane. 
The food was so good. Then 
mu stewardess made an 
announcement. She said FASTEN 
YOUR SEAT BELTS. WE WILL BE 
Lan DIN SOON’ Mu heart beat 


would b be In Montreal Soon. 


BUMP BUMP! We landed. 
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PSN LY SYAUMINES 
i the airpor| ie Aig ey 
took mY suit case to : cust ams 
man. We checke my bag and 
said it would be sent to Beaver 
Hill. I still had +o take another 
plane to Beaver NL. Mademoiselle 
Guy said she would show me 
around the airport while I waited 
€e Saw So many shops. Ihe 
shop 1 \iked the best was 
the Duty Free hep Bre were 
i Bs hice ail kU re 
before. iia came trom all over 
e world. Look at them Dear 
Di aru. L picked out Some hin 
for Dad. Can You guess what it ise 
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ie Ty 58 
DUTY FREE SHOP 
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Pi SM VIP9UNMN SEs 

We went to the observation 

| deck to see the planes taking 

off and landing. here were 
planes from ot er countries. 
We named things that we 
thought were carried to 
Canada on the planes. Here 
are some of them. Can you 
think of some more? 


a\\ BB gf : 





aT 


We had a yumm soda in the — 
cotftee shop.Then Mademoiselle 
Guy took me to mu next plane. 
I Said good -bye oher. | miss 


her While I was on the plane 
I wrote a poem for you, 


Dear Diary. 


The Airport. 
The air port isa village 
Of people from far and near 
They come to visit places 
At every time of the veor. 
These people may be black or 


Or yellow or old or young. 
Their clothes may not be just 
like ours 
they may speak another tonove. 
In our airport village 
We can shop, rent cars,andeat 
And even get ahaircut 
And find a place +o sleep. 
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When | got off the plane 


everyone was there to meet me 
| They were SO happy to See me. 
I talked alot and answered 
a million questions about 

L eysin aa the mountains. 

I was glad I brought these 

picture s of Leysin ty show them. 


S) 


Sve SS Pt ene 
tae 
















Thats 








skiing! a 


I must go nowlamso 
tired. Ma ybe itstrom talkin 
Enalish so much. Tomorrowl 

oto schod withPaul.1 
wonder what it will be like? 
lL wonder if they learn French 
there like I learn English in 
my school ? 


Good night Dear Diary 
See you tomorrow 
@ Love lice 


Poul thanked Vngle Len are helping me 


ro) you in 
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